DISSOLVING    VIEWS

were played. The chimes attempted u God Save the
King " and " Tipperary ", which to foreign minds was
its rival throughout the war. All the people shouted,
sang, and wept. The greatest war in history was
over, and I had seen it end in Mons. So far as war-
correspondence goes, it was my biggest exploit, and
Montague shared my satisfaction. But my editor
thought nothing of it. Sitting in Fleet Street beside
the 'bus and Tube, how could he realize the distance
from Lille to Mons, or any other magnitude of space ?
Besides, he wanted slush and tosh by the column, and
no wonder he was disappointed.

Then comes the final dissolving view of the war.
On September the 23rd, 1931, I was in Cologne as a
passing visitor, driven home by such a fall in the value
of the sterling that I lost six marks in every pound.
Looking out upon the Rhine, I saw a vision of myself
more than fifty years ago eagerly spelling out the first
great scenes of " Faust", especially the " Prologue in
Heaven ", and so excited by admiration that I read
nearly all night* And then, by way of contrast, I
saw a small group of men gathered at the entrance of
the great Kaiser Bridge, where railway, road and foot-
path pass between heavy bronze statues of recently
departed Emperors on horseback. I was standing
there with my colleagues, a distinguished number,
including Perry Robinson, Percival Phillips, Philip
Gibbs, Beach-Thomas, Cecil Roberts, and Lacon
Watson^ who had lately joined us. It was December
the 16th, 1918, and at nine-fifteen Field-Marshal Haig
appeared, accompanied by a small personal staff*

I had watched Haig's progress for more than twenty
years, ever since my old colleague, Charlie Williams,
who had seen fifteen campaigns, pointed him out to
me at an Aldershot Field-Day as the future Com-
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